DUCHESS  OP ABRANTES                    I2/
Twenty times had General Bonaparte given his word (this is quite true) that the commission had been granted, and that some trivial formality depending on himself was the sole cause of the delay. She had explained to him how important it was, for family reasons, that Dimo Stephanopoli should have his commission. General Bonaparte knew all this, and day after day, promise after promise, the time had run away and nothing was done. <( Could an enemy have served me worse ?w continued my mother, becoming- more animated as she spoke. <( In this manner he prevented the steps which I might otherwise have taken. 1 trusted to him, in short, and------>}
(< You are too warm just now not to be unjust, Madame Permon/ said General Bonaparte, taking up his hat to go away. u To-morrow I hope to find you more calm, and consequently more reasonable."
Bonaparte approached my mother, and took her hand to kiss it, but she was so irritated that she drew it from him with violence. In this movement she hit him upon the eye with such force as to give him pain.
a Yoxi cannot make reparation for what is past/* said she haughtily* * What is clone, is done; with me words are nothing, actions everything. But fare you well. Recollect that if I be not a Corsican by family, I was born in Corsica, *
(< The remembrance of that will always be agi-eeable to me, Madame Panoria. But I have no apprehension on that account. Give me, therefore, your hand, and let us be reconciled.w He advanced and whispered to my mother, at the same time stooping to take her hand, w Those young1 folks are laughing" at us. We look like two children. **
My mother drew back her hand, and folded her arms with a disdainful smile. Bonaparte looked at her for a moment, as if to solicit a change which he evidently wished for. When he saw that she showed no disposition to relent, he made a motion, which was rather an expression of impatience than a bow, and hastily withdrew,
"For God'B Bake/ said Chauvet/ don't part thus! Let me cull him back, Madame Permon, I entreat you. You have hurt his feelings. It was wrong to talk to him in that manner before his aids-de-camp. See how slowly Permon/   replied  Bonaparte;    <(important   business has
